MY OWN EAST!
HOW NEARER GOD WE WERE !   HE GLOWS ABOVE

WlTH  SCARCE  AN  INTERVENTION,   PRESSES  CLOSE

AND PALPITANTINGLY,  HlS  SOUL   0*ER  OURS j

WE  FEEL  HIM,   NOR  BY  PAINFUL  REASON  KNOW !

THE  EVERLASTING  MINUTE  OF  CREATION

IS  FELT THERE.                                 ROBERT  BROWNING.